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To the memory of my beloued, 

The AVTHOR 


Mr.William Shakespeare; 

And 

what he hath left vs. 



O draw no cnuy ( Sbakefpeare) on thy name, ■ 
4m I thus ample te thy Booke , and Fame ; 
^^JHhile / confeffe thy writings tobcfuch. 

As neither Man, nor Muie,canpraife too muck 
Tis true , and all mensfujjrage. But thefe wayes 
Were not the paths 1 meant vnto thypraife » 

Forfee lie ft Ignorance on thefe may light, 

Which , when itfounds at be ft ftut eccbo’s right - 
Or bltnde Ajfctlion , which doth nere aduance 
The truth, but gropes, and vrgeth all by chance c 
Or crafty Malice, mightpretendsthispraife. 

And thinke to mine, where it fecmdto raife . 

Thefe are , asjome infamous Baud, whore^ 
shouldpraife a Matron. hat could hurt her more f 

art proofe againft them, and indeed 
Aboue th'iHfortune of them, or the need, 

4 therefore will begin. Soule of the Age / 

applaufe / delight J the wonder of our Stage 1 
My Shakefpearc, rife ; / will not lodge thee by 

pk. al i cei i ^ Spenfer, w bid Beaumont lye 
A little further, to make thee a roome ; 

Thou art a Moniment, withoura combe. 

And art aliue fill, while thy Booke doth line 
And wehaue wits to read, and praife to giue „ 

That I not mixe thee fo t my braine excufes ; 

/ m jane with great,but disproportion d Mules s 
Fw,if I thought my iudgement wereofyeeres , 

Jjhould commit thee furely with thy peeres, 

Jndtell, how farrethou didsift our Lily cut-fane 
Or/porting Kid, or MarJowcs mighty line. * 

And though thou hadftfmall Latine, andlefe Greeke 
thence to honour thee, 1 would notfeekt 
For names-, but call forth thund’ring ^fchilus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to vs , 

Paccuuius, Accius, him ofC ordom dead, 

T jjff e *&** ne > beare thy Buskin tread. 

And (hake a stage :Or, when thy Socket were on s 
LWC tbee alone, for the cornparifon 
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